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able scrimmage with the young flat-white-capped cooks that might
have furnished a picture for the Idle Apprentice. The procession
passed next up Oriel Lane and here we left them.
This afternoon Mayhew and I attended the evensong of the
Ascension at New College Chapel. Before the service began, finding
the cloister gate open, we strolled round the grey peaceful green
cloisters where high overhead the two great bells were chiming
sweetly and deeply for evensong in the tall old turreted grey
tower. There is something about the cloisters of New College
which is more grey and hoary and venerable than anything about
the cloisters of Magdalen. They have an air of higher antiquity
and a more severely monastic look. Indeed one half expects still to
meet grey monkish figures still pacing round the stone-flagged
cloisters or crossing the square open greensward in the centre and
looking up and listening to the bells chiming overhead in the great
grey Tower.
The Chapel was filled with people. There were 'High Prayers',
a magnificent tempest of an Anthem, and a superb voluntary after
the service during which people stood about in picturesque groups
in the light streaming from the great West window or sat listening
in the Antechapel stalls.
We went to hear Father Stanton preach at St. Barnabas. The
service was at 8 o'clock and the evening light was setting behind the
lofty Campanile as we entered. The large Church was almost
full, the great congregation singing like one man. The clergy
and choir entered with a procession, incense bearers and
a great gilt cross, the thurifers and acolytes being in short white
surplices over scarlet cassocks and the last priest in the procession
wearing a biretta and a chasuble stifT with gold. The Magnificat
seemed to be the central point in the service and at the words 'For
behold from henceforth all generations shall call me blessed' the
bkck biretta and golden chasuble (named Shuttleworth) advanced,
was 'censed' by the thurifer, then took the censer from him and
censed the cross, the banners, the lights and the altar, till the Church
was all in a fume. At least so Mayhew said. I myself could not see
exactly what was done though I knew some ceremony was going
on. It appeared to me to be pure Mariolatry. Father Stanton took
for his text 'He is altogether lovely', Canticles ii. The matter was
not original or interesting, and the manner was theatrical and

